IMPRESARIO

the proper size to create illusion. The stage was a dream of spacious-
ness, big enough and wide enough and high enough to give a
ballet company room to breathe.

And there is the atmosphere of the glamorous old house itself,
the faded gilt and red plush, the monumental chandelier, the dia-
mond horseshoe of boxes with their little three-leaved clovers of
lights dimming long after the house lights have gone out. There
are the big lobbies and the foyers. And there is Sherry's, where a
proper Continental custom can be observed with a drink in the
entr'acte.

And there was the incidentally pleasant fact that with a ca-
pacity of 3,300 seats and standing room, I no longer needed to
pay for the New York season, and pay and pay.

With the Ballet at the Met, we went to town. New York em-
braced us at last, and the road, which had been doing nicely
enough by us until now, went overboard. This was the first of the
Ballet's brilliant tours.

My associations with the Metropolitan have always been happy,
I loved the house when as a boy I stood two hours in line for the
privilege of standing another five hours through Parsifal.

Since the Ballet has become a semi-annual visitor to the Met,
my association with the management has become closer than
ever, and I cherish that great old house as I cherish my home.

Fifty-Dollar Scream

That spring we cut loose with a publicity campaign on the
theme that the Ballet had become a solvent institution, in a class
with the Ziegf eld Follies or the Circus. We announced that the
coast-to-coast season had grossed one million dollars.

That million was a touch of wishful thinking; it was not yet
true. But it was true the next season.

We introduced the famous Nijinsky ballet, Afternoon of a
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